
Man and the
Brutes.

Prof. Shaler'sNew
Theories of Our
Domestic
Animals.

Every lover of animals has discussed
in a more or less vague and unscientific
way the question of the relative In-
telllgence of animals. This question is, an¬
swered In a clear and scientific though
popular way by Professor Nathaniel South-
gate Shaler, dean of the Lawrence Sc
< ntific School at Harvard, in "Domesti¬
cated Animals: Their Relation to Man and
to His Advancement in Civilization, pub¬
lished by Charles Scribner's Sons.
The first place in Professor Shaler's af¬

fections is evidently occupied by the dog,
of whom he says that, though his intelli¬
gence In certain respects is less than that
of the elephant and the pig, he has the
xnost human quality.
The dog was, the ran'ld over, the firs

living possession of man beyond the limits
of his own kindred. The dog has been
so long separated from the primitive
species whence he sprang that we cannot
place with any certainty his kinship with
the creatures of the wilderness. Like his
master, he has become so artificialized that
it is hard to conjecture what his original
state may have been.
Professor Shaler for very good reasons Is

disinclined to accept the view that the dog
Is a domesticated form of the wolf, or of
the hybrid produced from the wolf and
jackal. It has been found impossible to
domesticate the wolf, and the dog has
shown no tendency tq, revert to the wolf
type when allowed to run wild. On the
other hand, he shows a rooted aversion to
the wolf and all his relatives.
The Pcofessor, therefore, thinks theie i>

more ground for the theory that the ances¬
tors of the domesticated dog wore a species
-vhich has entirely disappeared from the
wild state.

THE FIRST FRIEND OF MAN.
The first steps in the domestication of

the dog Professor Shaler attributes tp the
vague Instinct which leads children to
make captives of any wild animals with
which they come in contact. ibt,for pets is not only common to all man¬
kind. but is clearly exhibited in many of
the mammals below the level of man Al¬
most every one has observed cases where
.logs, cats and horses have become attached
to animals of a different species. e
higher the grade of intelligence the more
svmpathe tic with other life the animal is
iik^lv to become. Ihus doj,s and ele
phants form very strong attachments
The dog served another purpose besides

companionship for the primitive savage.
When the food supply ran very low Ins
master would eat him. He was the one
animal it was never difficult to catch. Bat
oven this practice tended In a curious way
to advance what Professor Shaler calls t
intellectual and moral elevation of the
dot: When the savage was driven to feed
on his dogs he naturally killed the lef*»t
affectionate and intelligent, and thus a proc¬
ess of selection was carried on.
THE DOG MORE CIVILIZED THAN MAN.
Professor Shaler declares that no in¬

herited savage Instinct has been so thor¬
oughly subdued in man as the sheep slay-

nstinct in the shepherd dog.
example of the great adaptability

ol the dog under the influence of ma"- he
points out that the peculiar qualities of the
pointer and the setter have been developed
in about one hundred and fifty years.
The singular elasticity as regards men¬

tal and physical qualities which the dog
exhibits he contrasts with the conditions
found in other domesticated animals, such
?)« the horse, where mind and body Bhow
U Wlth^the advance in the organization of
society Professor Shaler fears that the do.
is losing something of his utility, even in
the way 'of sport. He is fast becoming a
mere idle favorite, prized for unimportant
peculiarities of form He condemns the
ways of the dog breeder as tending to the
degradation of a noble animal.
Among the mental qualities of the dog

he notes the way in which he meets lndl-
viduals of the human species. The social
culture of the dog has gone to such a point
that he recognizes the meaning of an in¬
troduction. He will submit to be pre¬
sented bv his master to a person to whom
he has already shown dislike, and will in
future meet him with courtesy.
DOGS VERY SENSITIVE TO RIDICULE.
Another extremely human characteristic

of the dog is his susceptibility to ridicule.
Onlv in the more sensitive natures among
men do we find contempt, expressed in
latizhter of the kind that conveys that
em.TTiou. as keenly and painfully appre¬
ciated as among dogs. It is possible, Pro-
fessor Shaler asserts, to drive certain
hounds away or to quell their anger by
laughing In their faces. But once you
have cowed a dog by insistent latyihter
you can never hope to make friends with

year or two ago," says the Professor,"*Tw'as Imprudent enough to laugh at a
verv intelligent dog in my neighborhood
ke 'having unreasonably assaulted me at
ray house door, where he had been left for
a long time to wait while his owner was
within and had thereby been brought into
mi unhappy frame of mind, feympathiz-
ing with his situation, I preferred to lau^h
him out of his humor rather than to beat
htm with my stick. I regret that I did not
take the other alternative, for I made the
poor brute my implacable enemy by my
pretence of contempt for him."
Professor Shaler devotes a few not veiv

respectful words to the cat He character¬
izes her as an admirable foil to the virtues
of the dog. He has been unable to find
nnr authentic instances in which cats
have shown any real love for their mas¬
ters But in the matter of intelligence
cats appear to rank almost as high as
dogs They are even quicker in discern¬
ing the nature of man's artful contrivances.
The well-known attachment of cats to
places and net to persons he accounts for
by the fact that in their wild state they
lived in lairs.

. , .. _ .Physically the horse takes the first place
among domestic animals. Its hoof is the
moat perfect instrument of support which
V.' hppn devised in the animal kingdom
\o uphold a large aaa ^Th^wnrld bvmimal. The domination of the worl 1 by
the Aryan and Semitic races has been won

th« tor* harm,
counts. It has enough to make it useful,
but not enough to make it interesting. It
is the common opinion among those who do
not know the animal well that it is en¬
dowed with much sagacity, but no experl-
enced and careful observer is likely to
maintain this opinion. All such students
flip I the intelligence of tho horse to be
very limited It is not really affectionate.
It has, however, good memory.
The Professor deals a fearful blovr at

the unscientific lover of the horse when
he *avs that he has never found a person
well acquainted with horses and mules
who did not place the jmlle above his pjve-
tii<ioded relative in the Intellectual scale.
For intelligence and strength of body no

beast approaches the elephant. The pe¬
culiar mental quality of the elephant,
which separates ever him from the dog, is
the rational way in which he will do certain
kinds of mechanical work. He ha^ in
fact a logical mind. For instance, in
India elephants are trusted to propel ar-
tillerv pieces over rough roads. They lift
or steady the gun carriage when they come
to an obstruction without any instruction

^The mIc Undeclared by the Professor to
» among the most aiert and sagacious ani-

wlth which man has come con-
heir wits are quick and theh sym
v-ith their kind remarkably btrong.

ve found them more apt iu
ction than any other mam-
>tlons a remarkable reading
et. ' H. W. J

Stephen Crane's
Story of "Maggie."

In This, Mis First Novel, the Author
of "The Red Badge of Courage"

Drew a Strange Picture
of Life in the Slums.

It is said that Stephen Crane, influenced

by the success of "The Red Badge of Cour¬

age," intends to resurrect his hrst story,
"Maggie, a Girl of the Streets," which he

published under the nom de plume of John¬
ston Smith two or three years ago.
While it is pleasant to know that -Mr.

Crane'Is enough of an artist to Preserve a

full measure of love for his literalv s

born, it is nevertheless to be **** "*' be

will not permit his affection to blind him

to the fact that the story will not add to his

reputation. He wrote it ^"ng the golden
period of youth which leads us to stray a*

far as possible from the path of convent*on.
ai cleanliness in search of our subjects, and

bein- voung and inexperienced, he learned

?us? enough of his theme to make him think

that he had mastered it, and he painted all

his characters and scenes in the dark colors
that make themselves apparent to anybody
who studies what is technically known as

"!°w life",though ^car^lndows.^^that^umLdu^ing^pwp^e^are^apt ^to cal^^la1^
defp impression mucTaboutrpjidcr who did not K

rt ia o Y>ookmmmmzz
the future.

A NATIVE OF "BUM ALLE\.

Ma-gie was born of brawling parents In

"rum Alley," situated In the densely popu-
,ated tenement Jo^dlstrict^hechapters of the conseqUent beat-

"ShV'tfrC rmit'°rarc "S3
°<»«..«*?dU"

SalS.'a.witailS «»<l SiV ««. «»»'
P union °aveerhilld Playing and fighting with

"red In tatters

soil goil is a puty good looker. About t

L ter hell or go ter work:" Whereupon she
went to work, having the feminine a\ersion

t°TVrin"chance she got a position in an es¬

tablishment where

In » rooai wtfere sat twenty girls of various

on* the stoof'and Sfadlef at her machine
nil d'lv turning out collars, the name >Ssyfe&i a
lars. At night she returned home to hei

JIMMY TAKES FAMILY HONORS.
Jimmy grew large enough to take the

vague position of hoad of the fam y.
inrumbent of that office, he stumbled up-

late at night, as his father had donestairs laww
reeled about the room,

swearing at his relations, or went to sleep

01Thoe mother had gradually arisen to that

f£lS Justices. C^rt ^iaj^c^herKeTte5n^^ur5%Si®lSSP^ntheTrs?or montbs.4 They invartobly grimedniain'"e He°rUtgray head wagged* in many
a court She always besieged the Bench

means of sprees and was\ eternally swollen

lilssfsssicalled for him in the evening.
Maggie obse^d Pete.

^ Johngon homoandVanM Sis decked leg, wig^
MS -f
I,roasted eoat .'"fred p% tieandhispatSr'eatE sloes. looted like mnrder-
.ted

.p UTICi HERE.
His mannerisms stamped him as a man

who had a correct sense of his personal

SKSSSi in

f.hlLr«^grnln%lMr"»da
stsi gsrsrss
trying to qualify himself as a writer of
magazine stories.
Pete took note of Maggie. t+>c"Say Mag, I'm stuck on yer shape. It s

outa sight, he said, parenthetically, vs ith

aiks haebbecgamne aware that she was listen-
inc closely, he grew still more eloquent in
hi! descriptions of vanous happenings in
his career. It appeared that he was in

Ti"Why '^he^id, referring to a man with
whom he had had a misunderstanding, dat
mug scrapped like a damn_ dago. Dat s

right. He was dead easy. See; He tot
he was a scrapper. But he found out

fHe!walked foand fro in the small room
which seemed then to grow even smaller
and unfit to hold bis dignity, the attribute
of a supreme warrior. The swing of the
shoulders that had frozen the timid when
he was but a lad had Increased with his
erowth and education at the ratio of ten
to one It, combined with the sneer upon
his mouth, told mankind that there was
nothing in space which could appal him.
M'lssrie marvelled at him and surrouiided
him with greatness. She vaguely tried to
calculate the altitude of the pinnacle from
which he must have looked down upon her.

THE IDEAL PUGILIST.
"I meta chump deh odder day way up in

deh city," he said. "I was goin teh see a

frien* of mine. When I was a-crossin' deh
street deh chump runned plump inteh me,
au' den he turns aroun' an' says, Yer
lnsolea' ruffin,' he says, like dat. 'Oh, gee,
I says, 'Oh, gee; go teh hell, and git off
deh eart'. I savs, like dat. Den deh blokie
he got wild. He says I was a contempt'ble
scoun'el, er someting like dat, an' he says
I was doom' teh everlastin pe'dition an*
all like <!at. 'Gee,' I says. 'Gee! deh hell
I am,* like dat. An' den I slugged 'im.
S«ev"
This is a pretty good description of the

Atlantic Garden on the Bowery. It Is
accurate enough to show that Mr Crane
is a quick and sharp observer of detail if
not always a profound student of human¬
ity Moreover, there is here an occasional
gleam of something like humor which is
in marked contrast to the gloom and dirt
and degradation and other things that go
to make up what is called "realism"
which characterize the other chapters.
An orchestra of yeiiow-silk women and

bald-headed men on an elevated stage near
the centre of a great green-hued hall
played a popular waltz. The place was
crowded with people grouped around lit¬
tle tables. A battalion of waiters slid
among the throng carrying trays of
beer glasses and making change from the

inexhaustible vaults of their trousers
pockets. Little boys in the costume of
*rench chefs paraded up and down the
irregular aisles vending fancy cakes.
-Thejre was a low rumble of conversation
and a subdued clinking of glasses. Clouds
of tobacco smoke rolled and waved high
n air about the dull gilt of the chande¬
liers.
The vast crowd had an air throughout of

having just quitted labor. Men with cal¬
loused hands and attired in garments that
showed the wear of an endless trudge for
a living, smoked their pipes coutentedlv
and spent five, ten or perhaps fifteen cents
for beer. There was a mere sprinkling of
kid-gloved men who smoked cigars pur¬
chased elsewhere. The great bouv of the
crowd was composed of people who showed
that all day they strove with their hands.
Quiet Germans, with maybe their wives and
two or three children, sat listening to the
music, with the expression of happy cows.
An occasional party of sailors from a war¬
ship .their faces pictures of sturdy health,
spent the earlier hours of the evening at
the small round tables. Very infre¬
quently tipsy men, swollen with the value
of their opinions, engaged their compan¬
ions in, earnest and confidential conversa¬
tion. Tn the balcony and here aud there
below shone the impassive faces of women.
X he nationalities of the Bowerv beamed
upon the stage from all directions.

GREATNESS AND TWO BEEItS.
Pete aggressively walked up a side aisle

s£a,ts with MaSSic at a table be-
neatli the balcony.
"Two beehs!"
Leaning back he regarded with eyes of

superiority the scene before -them. This
attitude affected Maggie strongly. A man
who could regard such a sight with indiffer¬
ence must be accustomed to great things

It was obvious that Pete had been to this
place many times before, and was verv
familiar with it. A knowledge of this fact
made Maggie feel little and new
He was extremely gracious and attentive.

He displayed the consideration of a cul¬
tured gentleman who knew what was duo

."bay, what deh hell? Bring dell ladv a
big glass. hat deh hell use is dat
pony?"

uttL

''Don't be fresh, now," said the waiter
with some warmth, as he departed
"Ah git off deh earf," said Pete, after

the others retreating form.
Maggie perceived that Pete brought forth

all his elegance and all his knowledge of
high-class customs for her benefit Her
heart warmed as she reflected upon his con.
sidcration.
,

orchestra of yellow-silk wqmen and
bald-headed men gave vent to a ¥ew bars
ot anticipatory music and a girl in a nink
dress with short skirts galloped upon the
stage. hhe smiled upon the throng as if
in acknowledgment of a warm welcome
and began to walk to and fro, making nro-
fuse gesticulations and singing, in brazen
soprano tones, a song the words of which
were inaudible. When she broke into the
swift rattling measures of a chorus some

m i ?8y m*n ,near the stage joined in the
rollicking refsain, and glasses were pound¬
ed rhythmically upon the tables. Peonle
leaned forward to watch her and to trv to
catch the words of the song. When she

plause
ere were long rollings of ap-

A BOWERY LOIE FULLER.
Obedient to more anticipatory bars, she

reappeared, amid the half-suppressed cheer-
ing of the tipsy men. The orchestra
plunged into dance music, and the laces
ox the dancer fluttered and flew in the glare
of gas jets. She divulged the fact that'
she -was attired in some half-dozen skirts
it was patent that any one of them would
have proved adequate for what skirts are
intended. An occasional man bent for¬
ward, intent upon the pink stockings Mag.
gie wondered at the splendor of the cos-
tume, and lost herself in calculations of
the cost of the silks and laces.
The dancer's smile of stereotyped enthu¬

siasm was turned for ten minutes upon the
faces of her audience. In the finale she

i. ,
0 some of those grotesque attitudes

which were at the time popular among the
dancers in the theatres uptown, givin^ the
Bowery public the phantasies of the aris¬
tocratic theatregoing public at reduced
rates.

RaId Maggie, leaning for,
ward, dis is great."

placence.
Said Pete' With proper com'

JIMMIE S CRUDE IDEA.
The following description of how the boy

Jimmy learned of his sister's fall is grim
and hid(4)us, and vivid, and is perhaps the
strongest hit in the book:
JImmie had an idea that it wasn't com¬

mon courtesy for a friend to come to one's
home and ruin one's sister. But he was
not sure how much Pete knew about the
rules of politeness.
The following night he returned home

from work, at rather a late hour in the
evening. In passing through the halls lie
came upon the gnarled and leathery old
woman who possessed the music box. She
was grinning in the dim light that drifted
through dust-stained panes. She beckoned
to him with smudged forefinger.

'Ah, JImmie, what do yehs tink I got
onto las night? It was the funnies' t'ing I
ever saw, she cried, coming close to him
and leering. She was trembling with
eagerness to tell her tale. "I was by me
dobr las' night when your sister and lifer
jude feller came in late: oh, verv late An*
she, the dear, was a-cryln' as if her heart
would break, she was. It was deh fun¬
nies ting I ever saw. An' right out here
by me door, she asked him did lie love
her, did he. An' she was a-cryin* as
If her heart would break,, poor ting. An'
him. I could see be deh way what he said
it, dat she had been askin' often, he says.
'Oh, hell, yes,' he says, says he, 'Oh, hell,
yes.'
The following passages are taken from

the last chapters which treat of Maggie's
life after she left her home and went out
on the streets:
A girl of the painted cohorts of the city

went along the street. She threw changing
glances at men who passed her. giving
smi.ing invitations to men of rural or un-
taught pattern and usually seeming sedate¬
ly unconscious of the men with a metro¬
politan seal upon their faces.
*i.Cr?,ssI:ig glittering avenues, she went into
the throng emerging from the places of for-
getness. She hurried forward through the
crowd as if intent on reaching a distant
home, bending forward in her handsome
cloak, daintily lifting her skirts and picking
tor her well-shod feet the dryer spots upon
the pavements.
The restless doors of saloons, clashing to

and fro, disclosed animated rows of men
before bars and hurrying barkeepers.

AGAIN TIIE CONCERT HALL.
A concert hall gave to the street faint

sounds of swift, machine-like music, as if a

group of phantom musicians were hasten¬
ing- \
A tall young man, smoking a cigarette

with a sublime air, strolled near the girl.
He had on evening dress, a mustache, a

chrysanthemum and a look of ennui, all of
which he kept carefully under his eye.
Seeing the girl walk on as If such a young
man as he was not In existence, he looked
back transfixed with interest. He stared
glassiiy for a moment, but gave a slight
convulsive start when he discovered that
she was neither new, Parisian nor theat¬
rical. He wheeled about hastily and
turned his stare into the air, like a sailor
with a searchlight.
The last chapter of all is sarcastic in its

way. There is no appalling picture of the
wayward s girl's death, merely the scene
in tue tenement when the brother comes in
with the news of his sister's death, and the
sodden mother begins to weep and moan-
"I kin remember when her two feet was
no bigger dan yer tumb. and she weared
worsted boots." Other women come in to
console her aud urg$ ht^r to forgive the
child whom she Ion/ ago disowned. At
last she wails out in a voice that is like a
scream of pain: "Oh, ves. I ll forgive
her! I'll forgive her!" A. H, LEWIS.

New Things to
Come, and the
Gossip of the
Magazines.

An interesting observer of what Is going
on in tho world of letters predicts that
"Joan of Arc" will very soon supersede
"Trilby" and "Napoleon" as a literary
fad. Five books, it is announced, are to
be put forth this 'Spring with La I'uoelle
as a raison d'etre, three of which will be
stories of her marvellous life. One other
will be a book about the times and people
when she lived, and she will also flgure
as the main subject in the next columns
of the "Putnam's Stories of the Nations"
series. She has numerous admirers already
who are dealing with her from the lecture
platform as an inspiring topic of educa¬
tional interest, and in 'Europe have there
not been statues beyond mention erected
and proposed to her all over northern
France, and has she not been a candidate
for beatification in the church? Moreover,
one of the most charming things that ljas
been done In many a month is the Joan
papers.popularly supposed to be by Mark
Twain.which the Harpers have been pub¬
lishing. The prediction certainly seems to
have good grounds for foundation.

?

And speaking of Mark Twain, who has
apparently been recouping his lost fdrtune
with immense success in the Orient'ut-lec¬
turing, this is his- cordial estimate of
Rudyard Kipling which he gave to a Cal¬
cutta reporter when he was interviewed on

the subject:
"I have met him several times," said

Mr. Clemens, "and I like him very much.
I admire his work prodigiously. There Is
no Question as to his genius; that must
be confessed by every one. He has genius
and plenty of it, and if there is any fault
found with him it can only be as to the
accuracy of his presentation of Indian mat¬
ters. There is sure to be criticism of de¬
tail; every author has to put up with that.
His accuracy of detail may be criticized
here, but we in other parts take his accu¬

racy for granted. We don't know any¬
thing about that, and besides we don't
read his work for facts anyhow; we read
it for the pleasure of it. I have an amaz¬
ing fondness for his "Plain Tales," and I
think that some of his ballad work is
inimitable; I don't see how any one could
possibly surpass it."

* *

And while we are away off in the Anti¬
podes, let us mention in passing a young
girl whose photograph shows us a very
earnest, sweet face, who is hailed in Eng¬
land as the youngest living successful au-

thor. She is Miss Ethel Turner. Though
she is little more than a girl, she has
achieved an unqualified success with her de¬
lightful story of childrlife, "Seven Little
Australians." The book has created quite
a furor in Australia, and has won in Eng¬
land the warm admiration of several dis-
tinguished men and women of letters. She
has spent most of her life in Australia, but1
was born In England, which she left with
her family when she was very young. In
1888 she won a scholarship at the Girls'
High School of Sydney, and iyas to have
gone to the University, but gave up her
varsity career in order that she might
start a magazine, the Parthenon, which ran
for three years, and, contrary to expecta¬
tion and precedent, proved a financial suc¬
cess. Miss Turner began to contribute to
the Sydney Bulletin, the Town and County
Journal and other Australian periodicals
while she was in tier teens. Her "Seven
Little Australians was written in* 1893 and
came first under the eye of Mr. \V. Steel
Messrs. Ward, Lock & Bowden's Australian
representative, who at once recognized its
ni^t. Since then. Miss Turner has writ¬
ten -Ihe Family at Misrule" and "The
torj of a Laby, both of which have been

successful. Among her warmest admirers
are Mrs. t rances Hodgson Burnett in Eng¬
land, and Mrs. Louise Chandler Moulton in
America.

* * *

Here are two of the stanzas from the
poetical tribute to Robert Burns, by Swin¬
burne, which leads the pages in the Feb¬
ruary Nineteenth Century:

lie loved, and sang of lore; he laughed
And bade the cup whereout ho quaffed
fchine as a planet, fore aud uft,

And left and right.
And keen as shoots tiie sun'a first shaft

Against the night.
The daisy by his ploughshare cleft,
I he lips of women loved and left
U he griefs and joys that weave the weft

Of human time.
With craftsman's cunning, keen and deft

He carved in rhyme.
* * *

Another attractive bit of verso from the
magazines.In a different vein.is this of
Rupert Hughes, in Scribner'i, called "The
Spring:"
Ojez; Oyez! a girl has run away!
She s ti'uanting from Winter's convent halls-
stampeding all the world with licldward cully.

And breeding mischief in the general clay,
bhe romps along the lanes and mimics May;
The savor of her blown, soft hair enthralls

falls
6 snows melt where her footprint

On greening meads whose startled flowers betray
The coaxing tune her fleet vagary hums,
ihe leaves look out to watch her where she

comes,
A"d P0'1/,.011 brooks break jail to scamper after;
And hill-homed eattle frisk that she Is near.

She teases even the towns with fetching lau^'h-
Oyez! Who's seen the tomboy of the year?

* t ?
That exceptionally clever writer, Mrs.

Craigie, better known as "John Oliver
Hobbes," has announced her decision not
to write any further stories of the type of
"The Cods, Some Mortals, and Lord Wick-
enham." Her next novel, "The Herb
Moon," is of a very different stamp, the
heroine being of a /noble type of woman¬
hood. She has done for good with the
woman with a past. Would that George
Egerton, Grant Allen and the rest of tne
yellow school go and do likewise.

*
*

*

Ihe London Literary World says that
"Ian Maclaren," whose Identity with the
Rev. John Watson has no longer to be re¬

spected as a secret, six months ago de¬
scribed himself as a young author. To-day
his stories are read in every English-speak¬
ing portion of the globe, from Skowhegan
Me., to the hill cities in India. The
author of "Beside the Bonnie Briar Bush"
and "The Days of Auld Lang Syne" is
described as full and big. and broad nnd
brawny, with a mind contented and a coun¬
tenance from which clejirly beams a gen¬
eral love of humanity. He is, of course
a Presbyterian, and the minister of Sexton
Park Church.* His dress is clerical, but
there is nothing be resembles less than a
typical priest. Drumtochty, which Is
better known now than manv a prosperous
city on the earth's surface, does exist, just
as does Mr. Barrie's Thrums, with its win¬
dow at the top of the street.

! * *
*

The London Daily Graphic had the fol¬
lowing to say of Bill Nye's death. Could
more errors be packed into twelve lines?

"The, death is announced of Mr. F. B.
Apter, the American humorist, better
known under the pseudonym of "Bill Nye."
Hef was attacked by paralysis some days
ago, and died in New York on Saturday.
"Bill Nye" was the author of the comic
"History of the United States." and a

writer whose brilliant wit is said to have
earned for him between five and six thou¬
sand pounds a year. He took his pseudo¬
nym from Bret Ilarte's poem about the
Heathen Chiuee, and the humorous sketches
which first appeared under that, name
some fifteen years ago in the New World
brought him into popularity immediately

THE BOOK WORM,.

A study of Modern
Women, by One of Them.

A Candid Analysis of Feminine Un¬
rest and Aspirations Which Is

Sure to Stir Up the "New
Woman" Contingent.

Laura Marholm Hansson has furnished a

psychological study of woman, through the
press of Roberts Brothers, and It is so

clear away from the general tendency of
sex disquisition, and so boldly declaratory
of what woman in her essentials is and
what she wants, that it will invite the
most earnest attention and doubtless, pro¬
voke the most acrid rejoinders.
Mine. Marholm Hansson is a German au¬

thoress of distinction. She is the wife of
Ola Hans.sv.-i, the Swedish author, best
known to us by his "Young Scandinavian"
and the novel, "Fru Esther Bruce." She
writes with a German insight, but with a

I' rench pen. She is occasionally profound;
she is always piquant, sometimes to the
point of audacity.
She has taken six women of genius from

our time.they are Sonia Kovalevsky,
George Egerton, Eleonora Duse, Amelie
Skram, Marie Bashkirtseff and Edgren
Leliler and under her microscope she dis¬
covers that they all have some peculiarities
m common. As they are typical women,
representing in their triumphs and failures,
their longings and their desolation, the
enfranchised intellect of the modern wo¬
man, Mrs. Hansson proceeds to make a

large induction as to what is the matter
with woman generally.
The result is a very interesting and 1

dare say it will prove to many women a

startling discovery. Here are six richly
endowed and eminent representatives of
their sex, who, the author declares, sought
freedom from suffering by the modern
method of independence, and in attaining
their ends sacrificed their womanliness and
lost the only happiness that could come
to them.
It is not difficult to see how this eonclu-

sion is arrived at when it is stated that
Mrs. Hansson regards the happiness of a

woman as obtainable only through a hap¬
py marriage. She distinctly says that ma¬
tured thought and widened views can in
a woman's case be the result only of mar¬
riage.
"A woman," she says, "can have no des-

tiny of her own, because she cannot live
alone. Neither can she become a destiny,
except Indirectly and through the man.
The more womanly she is and the more

richly endowed, all the more surely will
her destiny be shaped by the man who
takes her to be his wife." If this is true of
the ordinary woman, how mifch more, asks
Mrs. Hansson. is it true of a woman of
genius, "which genius needs calling into
life by the embrace of a man."
This has been said before, but always

by men. We have it now from the mouth
of a woman of genius. If woman's woman¬
hood remains unawaked through all her
intellectual developments, her life will be
nothing but a gradual decay, and the
stronger her vitality the more terrible her
death struggle. We are then invited to
look into the mysteries of the six women
above mentioned for corroboration of this
theory.

SONIA KOVALEVSKY.
This woman, we are told, belonged to a

class ,of women who have been produced
in thi> latter half x>f our century, and in
such large numbers that they have deter¬
mined the type. They are the women who
object to beginning life by fulfilling their
destinies as women. They hold that thev
have duties of greater importance than that
of becoming wives and mothers. Thcv thus
raise a distinction which is perilously char¬
acteristic of our time. In the psychologic
sketch of Spnia that is furnished we see
tne he_art of a woman yearning for love
through a life of intellectual attainment,
and bieaking at last in despair. Here an
active mentality and a conquering will were
lighting against the canons of sex Thev
secured recognition, they gained coveted
prizes, but the woman under it all, atro¬
phied anil worn, died without knowing the
happiness she was blindly feeling for
Mrs Hansson finds in Bashkirtseff and

Duse the same underlying famine of the
woman s soul. In one it expresses itself
111 a girl s hysteria, and a candid wildness

"L t,le °ther it had suborned
ait to its purposes and given to suspense

oratio
PP meBt an almost Grecian dec-

The authoress very well says.that the
only two books that women have written
about themselves are Mrs. Carlyle's diary
and Marie Bashkirtseff's journal. Both
books emit the same cry of despair. Both
women were captured and ill-used and

tired of life, but they were ignorant
or the reasons and knew not who was to
blame. So they expressed themselves to
themselves in a private miserere.
A woman, we are told, is not like a

man, who writes about himself to under¬
stand himself. Even celebrated women
who are scare, and candid women, who
are even scarcer, have no particular desire
to understand themselves. Here is a piece
of authoritative information from a woman,
wnicli very few men have ever thought
about about. But there is no doubt a srreat
deal of truth in it.
The best example in our day of a man

writing about himself is "Amiel's Journal
Iutime, But what a strenuous endeavor
to understand himself it is! It is an Inner
life trying the explication of feelings in
words Bashkirtseff's journal is a whirling
record of impressions from the outside
world. Our outhoress calls it "hopeless,
chaotic, heart-rending." It is a self-created
void into which the victim sinks.and all
because she is a woman and cannot be
a man. #

The unavoidable conclusion is that If
Marie Bashkirtseff had met a man whom
she could have loved and who loved her
in return, she would have been the gainer
and we the losers. There would have
been less hysterical literature in the world,
but more happiness. Another conclusion
forces itself to the front, and it is that
the most striking of the woman's liter¬
ature of our day is a wail of the unsatis¬
fied.aot a cty of triumph.
Mrs. Hansson declares that Marie Bash¬

kirtseff's book is the heart record of a

girl who never succeded in becoming a wo¬
man, ahd who only succeeded in writing
down with marvellous accuracy the de¬
mands of her woman's nature.

If the author's theory of her sex is cor¬
rect, and she ought to be credited with
special knowledge, there is no reason why
society should not reap a great deal of
practical benefit from her disclosures of
woman. Marriage, instead of being a

chimera, ought to be made a panacea and
a preventive. Whenever a girl begins to
exhibit signs of over intellectuality and in
surgent ambitions in the direction of art
or reform or nihilism, she should be pro¬
vided with a proper husband, just as w«
supply aspiring structures with lightning
rods to conduct the mysterious force?
noiselessly into the earth. We cannot esti¬
mate how much misery this would prevent
in modern society, but if Mine. Hansson
is right, a great may estimable girls would
be saved to the community, though the
environs of art and literature might be de¬
populated. Let us at the first symptoms
of genius in a girl provide her with a

lover, and so keep her a woman. This ap¬
pears to be the substance of it.

POWER OF WOMEN TO-DAY.
The secret of a woman's power, we are

told, has always lain in what she is and
not in what she does, and it is here thai
the woman of to-day is lacking. She is
more exacting than she used to be, but she
is of less importance. There never was u

time when she lived a more public life
and Mine. Hansson declares there nevei
was a time when she had so little public
influence. Where, she asUs, are the women
whose drawing rooms were once filied with
the greatest thinkers and the most dis¬
tinguished men of their day? Where are
the women who with delicate tact took
part in the affairs of the nation'/ Where
are the women whose influence was ac-
knowledged to be greater than a council oJ
Ministers. WThere are the women whose
passionate devotion was life and joy tc
man, bearing him on wings of gladness
toward the unknown and leading him ba<-li
to the beautiful life on earth?
The more that woman seeks to exert hei

influence by main force, the less her in¬
fluence as an individual woman. The more
she imbues this century with her spirit,
the fewer her conquests and the wider the
separation of the sexes. Mme. Hansson
perceives in the "Kreu'tzer Sonata" of Tol¬
stoi, and in the plays of Strindberg and
Huysman a spirit of bitter hatred and con¬
tempt, which has been evoked by woman's
attitude.
Not the least interesting part of this

book is the study made of Eleonora Duse,
who is regarded as an actress unapproach¬
able in her art, but carrying a strange
weariness, as if tired of a long search for
something. If we understand the subtle
implications of niadame the author, Duse
shows in her playing at love What her
nature desired to live, and did not. And
how, then, does she play at love?
"As the everlasting child woman pos¬

sessed of an erotic yearning for fullness
of life." Her weariness is in her soul,
and it is that which gives her a soft, caress¬
ing, trustful manner, as though she felt
lonely and yearned for sympathy. When
she is in love, even in "Fedora," it is the
love of a little woman for a big man, who
holds her happiness in his hands. She
looks up at him timorously with her seri¬
ous, childlike smile, as if she wanted pro¬
tection and shelter; she clings to him with
her thin little hands.-the'hands of a child
and mother.
Lying, we learn, is not only the special

prerogative, but the special charm of a

woman, "and when Duse tells a lie, it is
the simplest and most natural thing in the
world. Her lie's are engaging, persuasive
and fantastic as a child's, and lying is an

important factor in the character of a
woman. It is a weapon she delights to use,
and the use of it renders her unusually
fascinating and affectionate.",

DUSE AND THE STAGE WOMAN.
Duse has a woman's genius, and for the

first time we are informed that there is
sex in genius," and that woman's genius Is
of a finer spiritual susceptibility. When a

woman is a genius she is most \inlike men.
She then creates, through the instrumen¬
tality of her refined senses. But it is not
to declare this genius that woman is at¬
tracted to the stage. She cannot endure
the uniformity of life and love and misery.
To break through this uniformity.this life
which, to most women, is an everlasting,
half waking expectation of something that
never comes.is her great desire.
Upon the stage she finds an outlet for

emotions that life does not supply. She
can do what other women never can or will
not allow themselves to do. She can ex¬

press every sensation that she feels, and
enjoy over and over again the conversion
of a'thousand impulses into action. This
is why woman rushes to the stage. She
can live upon the semblance of a love in all
her being.a love which life does not ade¬
quately supply her.
We suspect that this is a very partial

and inadequate explanation of a desire that
in its genesis has a multitude of very com¬
mon and not always the noblest ingredi¬
ents. Personal vanity and personal rest¬
lessness, to say nothing of the sovereignty
of exhibition and the emoluments of popu¬
lar success, probably have a great deal to
do with the matter.
Duse's acting, we learn, tells of infinite

suspense, not the suspense of the plot, but
the suspense of her soul. It means that we
know nothing, possess nothing, can do noth¬
ing, that/eyervthing is ruled by chance and
the whole of life is one great uncertainty.
Such an unfortunate condition of soul im¬
parts an atmosphere of soft despair to every¬
thing she does. At times she is a phantom
actress, gliding among insoluble problems
without an interrogation, but rather with a

sad resignation.
Such a woman Mme. Ilansson very truly

says, cannot act Shakespeare, for she lias
nothing in common with the exuberant
spirits of the Elizabethan renaissance,
whose awakening natures and tumultuous
blood somehow conquered life with a
hosanna or succumbed to it defiantly.

STARVING BECAUSE UNSATISFIED.
Ola Hansson one day pointed out to the

author that there was a similarity of ex¬

pression in the fjices of Kovalevsky, Duse,
Bashkirtseff and George Egerton. The lips
of all four spoke the same language. Each
one liafl that in the corner of the mouth
that; expressed an unsatisfied longing."as
though she had as yet enjoyed nothing."
According to Mme. Hansson, this is the

sign in art and in literature set upon the
face of woman which tells of the decay of
her affectional natyre. She is starving to
death in the midst of her new activities.
Even in the intellectual triumphs of Sonia
Kovalevsky or Amalie Skram there is 110

compensation. Like the great actress, they
may achieve respect, but. unfortunately,
they were constructed to obtain love. That
construction made love the condition and the
fruition of their lives. The possession and
the exercise of the highest powers of mind
without it leave both body and soul barren.
It will be seen from all this that Mme.

Hansson is not in any sense what she calls
a "woman's rights woman." She se«s that
the sexes are drifting apart and she does
not hesitate to say that woman is at fault.
In the mistaken effort to turn her pas¬
sional nature in the direction of an active
intelligence which expends itself iu sex

complt^lnts or at the best in doing with
mediocrity what man does well, woman
has robbed not only man, but herself, and
what Is of still greater importance, she
is robbing the race.
The level of average intelligence among

women has been raised, but so has the
level of self-conceit, but her attractiveness
has waned and there is a monstrous apathy
growing up between the sexes which may
be taken in the mass to correspond to the
despair which our author has found in the
coiners of Duse's mouth.
We lay the book down with the im¬

pression that woman makes a fatal mis¬
take in trying to be anything but woman,
but we also feel that it is peculiarly wom¬
an-like to make so tremendous an induction
from only six women.

NYM CRINKLE.

LITERARY NOTES.

It is said that the unpublished manu¬

scripts of Charlotte Bronte have proved on

examination to be far more numerous and
important than had been imagined. This
will bo delightful news to all Bronte en¬

thusiasts. who are looking eagerly forward
for the new biography or Charlotte to ap¬
pear, which will include this material along
with a large number of hitherto unknown
letters.

* *

Among other interesting books about to be
issued in England are Percy Fitzgerald's
new "Life of Lawrence Sterne," one of the
loveliest man of letters who ever lived; a

limited edition from Heinemaun's of the
plays of W. E. Henley and Robert Louis
Stevenson, containing "Beau Austin,"
"Robert Macaire," "Deacon Brodie" and
"Admiral Guinea," four plays in all, witb
portraits of the two dramatists, and Mrs.
Oliphaut's "Child's History of Scotland,"
a pioneer volume of a new series of boo^
adapted for home or school, to be called
"The Children's Study."

? *?
The Forum for this month contains 0

convincing article by Joseph Nimmo, Jr.,
on the impracticability of the Nicaraguan
Canal scheme. Mr. Nimmo bases his views
not so much on the geographical difficul¬
ties of the undertaking as on the statistics
which show that, even if the canal should
be dug, it could not be made to pay. The
author is well prepared to write <>11 this
subject, as he was at one time chief ol
the Bureau of Statistics in the Treasury
Department at Washington. Other timelj
articles in this issue are the "Cost of ai

Anglo-American War," by Edward At kin
sun: "An Alliance with England tiie Bash
of a Rational Foreign Policy," by Pro
fessor Sidney Sherwood, of Johns Hopkin*
University, and "The European Situation,'
by F. H. Getfckeu.

Some Jo es
of Royalty.

Stories of Play¬
ful Gapers by
Monarchs and

Princes.
Royalty dearly loves a jok-c, and nowhere

are practical jokes so much in vogue as in
the palaces of Old World monarchs. Curious¬
ly enough, their idea of joking, like their
conception of wit, is inclined to roughness,
and even to downright coarseness, as well
as vulgarity, rather than to delicacy, and
many a practical joke has been perpetrated
in a palace that would never have been tol¬
erated in a private house.
One of the most peculiar practical jokes

was that organized iu the council chamber
of the late King Alphonso of Spain, by his
intimate friend and favorite companion, the
Duke of Tamanes, who accompanied the
Infanta Eulalia to this country in 1893.
It was during carnival time, and the King

had complained to the Duke that that it was
a very dreary affair, and entreated the no¬

bleman to do something to liven things up
a bit. The following morning, when the
King entefed his council chamber, he *vas
almost pitched over by a most extraordinary
apparition. It appeared to be a bag such
as millers use for flour, and it was termi¬
nated by a pair of bow legs that were pranc¬
ing about in every direction. The architec¬
ture of these legs at once revealed to the
King the identity of the human flour bag.
It was no other than the little Minister of
Agriculture, who, with the assistance of
the Duke of Tamanes and t'ae apparently
grave and austere Minister of Foreign Af¬
fairs,, had dressed himself in this odd rig.
The King joined so heartily in the laughter
provoked by the extravagant antics of his
Cabinet officer that the tears streamed
down his face, nor was his mirth diminished
when the Minister, after having finally ex¬

tricated himself from the bag, showed him¬
self with his hair, his beard and his uniform
literally covered with flour.
Another monarch who is very fond of

practical joking is Emperor William of
Germany. On one occasion about a year
after he ascended the throne his right
hand was seriously injured during the
rough horse play that takes place every
St. Sylvester or New Year's Eve in the
streets of Berlin. On that night no citizen
ventures to appear upon any public thor¬
oughfare wearing a tall hat or even a

"derby." The students have from time
immemorial had a sort of unwritten right
to bonnet any civilian thus arrayed by
smashing his hat with a sharp blow of the
fist upon its crown.
The Kaiser, who had always Joined in

this form Of sport before his succession
to the crown, on the first New Year's Eve
that followed the death of his lamented
father walked out with the collar of his
coat well turned up and a fur cap drawn
down over his eyes so as to conceal his
identity. He soon had several badly
wrecked hats to his credit. He then en¬

countered an elderly citizen of portly figure
and benevolent demeanor, whose looks,
nowever, belled his character. He had
been bonneted in previous years, and was
resolved to teach his tormentors a lesson.
So he had made a sort of leather skull cap,
thick in texture and studded with long,
sharp nails.

So* when the Emperqjk brought down his
fist with all his mighWm the inoffensive-
looking tall hat his hand was pierced in
many places by the nails, and covered with*
blood, the Injuries at one time threatening
lockjaw. The citizen was arrested and im¬
prisoned pending a decision as to whether
he should be prosecuted on a charge of
"lese majeste." He was, however, re¬

leased, as his offence was entirely an inno¬
cent one.
No one is more fond of practical jokes

than the Prince of Wales. In times gone
by his favorite butt used to be his private
secretary, Sir Francis Knollys, and the
number of apple-ple beds, booby traps and
hoaxes which he has been called upon to
endure with good humor and equanimity
would fill a volume to describe.
One day Sir Francis got the laugh ou

the Prince, and that, too, in an exceed¬
ingly clever manner. Among the Prince's
friends was a famous sportsman, Captain
"Bay" Middleton, whose favorite trick it
used to be to approach from behind some
unsuspecting man and seize his coattails,
which he would wrench apart in such a
manner as to split the garment up the
back. At Sandringham Sir Francis took
pains to offer himself as a victim and butt
for the gallant Bay. When the men re¬

tired to the smoking room after the
Princess and the ladies were gone, he took,
up his place in front of the tire, bent hia-
liead toward the mantelpiece and appeared
entirely lost in thought. His attitude was

too inviting not to appeal to the jocular
instincts of Captain Middleton, who, after
asking the Prince's permission to leave the
card table for a moment, crept up softly
to Sir Francis, suddenly seized hold of
the tails of his dress coat and with a sud¬
den jerk tore it apart, from waist to collar.
Unlike most of Bay's victims, Sir b rancia

took the matter in exceeding good spirit.
Indeed he laughed and appeared greatly to
enjoy the fuu. Somewhat astonished and
disappointed by the result of the little
trick, the Prince and the men present in¬
quired how it was that Sir Francis had
treated the matter with such indifference.
"That is very easy to explain, sir, was

the reply, "the coat is not mine. I had
heard of Mlddleton's fondness for this par¬
ticular form of amusement, and accord¬
ingly when I came downstairs just now,
to the smoking room, i took the precaution
of going into his room and putting on

one of his dress coats, which happened to
bo lvinir on his boil. .

'

There was a perfect hurricane of irre¬
pressible laughter as he uttered these
words in the most dry and serious manner
Dossible. and the merriment was intensi¬
fied by the entirely disconcerted appearance
of Captain Middleton, who was bitterly
annoyed to have thus himself destroyed Ono.
of his best and favorite evening dress

CTuas a practical joke perpretrated upori:
the Empress Eugenie with he .gn zam<»

of the Emperor, that cost the Marquis da

Galiffet (the now famous cavalry genera.)
the favor that he had until then enjoyed iu

the eves of Her Majesty. A Burmese Em-

bassy bad arrived in Paris, an^
press was greatly interested in them. One
morning the Emperor informed his consort
that the Burmese Embassy \\ould be ie-

ceived that afternoon. After the dejeuner
the imperial couple and the elm f digni¬
taries of the household took their places in

the throne room. Suddenly the doors of the
lower end of the huge throne room

thrown open and members of the Embassy
appeared They advanced, crawling on

their stomachs, with most extraordlnai y
unties and contortions, which the ^mpjehsnaturally imagined were the Buimese
methods of showing reverence. f
So extravagant were the c01\ ° 1.?°®

the two senior Ambassadors, wLo liteially
turned somersaults along the floor, that all
except the Empress were convulsed, but
made the most strenuous effoits to conceal
their merriment, even the Emperor putting
his handkerchief to his mouth to smother
liia hilarity. This angered the Empress,
who in irritated tones, urged her lord to
behave himself, beckoning at the same time
to those around her to exorcise a little
more decorum.
At the very moment when the oldest ana

most venerable of the envoys reached the
steps of the throne in a final and insane

caper, his white beard and queer shaped
head dress dropped off and revealed to the
astounded gaze of the Empress the familiar
features of "her favorite cotillon leader, the
Marquis de Gi.liffet. Eugenie. Instead of
taking the matter as a huge joke, burst into
tears, complained bitterly that, she ha<
been treated with direspect, und never fo
got or forgave the hoax.


